The Story of the Winged-S
now losing altitude. I made a complete turn and
pointed the ship in the direction of a small Celd which
1 remembered seeing a few minutes before the fire
started. Flying on three motors and steadily descend*
ing, I was able to bring the plane towards the field
and make a good landing.
During the petrol fire none of us had apparently
been frightened. I continued to control the plane in
rough air, watching my friends on the wing who were
doing their job in a business-like way. Everyone ex-
pected a more serious development at any moment.
But once we stepped out safely on the ground to
inspect the blackened struts and burned wing, all
exactly below the huge petrol tank, we became some-
what "nervous." Smiling, and congratulating each
other, we realized that this had been a narrow escape.
The mechanic brought his tools and spare parts
and started to fix the petrol line* We looked over the
field which was a narrow strip with a considerable
slope towards a brook, and flat swampy pastures around
it. We decided to take off down-hill, irrespective of
wind direction. In less than one hour the plane was
again ready, but it was too late to start. There was
not enough daylight left to reach Kiev and we decided
to stay overnight. By that time a large, friendly and
excited crowd had already gathered willing to offer
assistance. With the help of the men we pushed the
ship to the end of the field, turned it round and placed
it in the proper position. Lavrov and myself accepted a
dinner invitation from the local Chief of Police, while
ifae two other members of the crew stayed with the ship.
We were treated royally, but disappointed our host by
declining to take even a single drink of vodka.